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Simon Grabowski
THE FIELD GLASSES

IN THE MIDDLEMOST PART OF HARDANGERVIDDA, north of lake Nordmannslaagen and south of the road from Haugastoel, stretches the
area between Eitro and Bjoreio. From the rivers on each side the
tableland arches up toward that ridge whose barely noticeable summits are Susaren and the southernmost part of the Jengli Hills and
which is called Hoegahae-a ridge that is in itself a plain, lying ignorant as a sleeping giant stretched out on the spot where he has
grown tired.
This area is one of the poorest for water in all of the Hardangervidda. Brooks are, of course, to be found here as in all other places,
but lakes are both few and small. For the mountain-wanderer who
is on his own and unaccustomed to finding his way where it is not t
indicated by cairns and who has started from the Bjoreidal hut toward
LangvasshaIIet, there are not many landmarks in the terrain. If he has
managed to cross Hoegahae, the maps will most certainly tell him
that he is more than halfway to Langvasshallet-he has long ago
given up reaching Hallaskard that day-but it scarcely helps one who
has first begun to doubt both place and direction, and who has come
down into surroundings where the view is hindered and where the
nearest peak, while still seeming to promise a solution, only reveals
a new top which mockingly echoes his own uncertainty. Thus it can
easily happen that the goal, Langvasshallet, becomes a dream about
Langvasshallet, that the wanderer begins to shout among the silent
cliffs-for nothing seals doom as the sound of an imprisoned cry and •.
often he who is only partially lost is driven toward the demonic
totality and consequence of disaster. And then, too, he is probably
able to feel how this, which first cut off both cries and view, soon
hangs around his throat and dries it with a grasp so choking that
he must throw himself on his knees by a brook and slurp up the icecold water in feverish gulps. But if, after a while, he decides to save
what he can, he will tum and try to reach the cabin from which he
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came before darkness can overtake him. He then musters the strength
of ten men; a strength that only resoluteness and desperation together know how to produce; and through the cool twilight, up and
down the mountain slopes, ploughing through bushes and splashing
over rivers, he reaches back again to a height in the northw~t in time
to see lights glimmering in the early darkness. By then the strength
of ten is spent.
WHEN THE WANDERER awakened in the morning, he could barely
move. With difficulty he piled out of the bed and slowly began to
clothe himself. For a long time thereafter he sat collapsed, staring
half consciously at a yellow magazine spread on the table in lonely decay. After a while he humped into an adjoining rabm where breakfast was laid. Without, the sun flamed for the fourth day and the sky
was as blue as a beckoning cry. The wanderer chilled a little. When
he had eaten and drunk, he could think only of going out to sit in
the sun. He borrowed a needle from the kitchen and meticulously
burned it over the gas. Outside, he lowered himself heavily onto a
stone and began reluctantly to prick holes in. the large blisters that
had formed on the sales of his feet. They burned as he pressed the
water out of them. When finished, he oiled his feet and put on socks
and sandals. Then he arose and walked a little 'back and forth. He
was still stiff in his legs and his feet were barely to be walked on.
"Five hours from Sandhaugand with, at least, 1?etter markings than
yesterday. I'll get there before dark well enough; but it will soon be
time .to get started." He weakly sat down on the stone again. It was
warm now, but the freshness of the September moming had not yet
vanished. He took a deep breath. It would have been better if he
had already started and could have managed to cover at least a part
of the way before the heat became suffocating, or to wait until the
very late afternoon to start-but he should not willingly deliver himself into darkness when he was uncertain of the road.
The man· came out of the hut. He had been gone yesterday evening
when the wanderer came back and now he saw him for the first time.
. "Welcome backfrom Hallaskard," he greeted him. The wanderer had
no possibility of answering. But he was too. tired to bother about
being congeniai. He only said, "It'll be easier today."
"Which way are you going?" asked the man disinterestedly.
"To Sandhaug," answered the w~derer."Anyway there can't be
any trouble with the markings in tbit direction."
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"No~

it's idiot-eertain~" said the man. "But the trip itself ..." He
shnigged his shoulders. "Then, of course, you won't come up on
Haarteigen this timet'
"Given up for lack of time~" answered the wanderer laconically.

IT WAS LATE in the forenoon when he pulled on his boots. The
women waved good-bye with an indifferent friendliness. The drivable
roa~ which bound the hut to the main highway, continued up over
the mountain all the way to Trondsbu. He had only to follow it. It
wasn't so far from there to Helluhalsen at Langavatn, and about
halfway to Sandhaug. It would also be convenient to eat lum;h at the
hut there~ by Langavatn. He hadn't stood by a real lake since the
day before yesterday~ although there were lakes enough around here.
After he had waded the crossing doWn in the hollow, there where
he had left the trail yesterday, he realized the dog was following him.
In his opinion there was nothing unusual about a dog running along
with a stranger the first short distance from the hu~ but by this time~
it should have turned back. It wasn't a large dog. It was brown and
white and one of the kind that often appears to have something pitiable about it. It didn't arouse his interest; he felt no urge to pat it
or to play with it. He could not imagine any type of fellowship to
exist between them. But neither did he have anything against it. If
it would follow after him~ that was its own affair.
For the first half hour everything went tolerably well. The cairns
began to leave the road so he was released from having to follow it.
It led slightly upward and to the rear lay a lovely view. He tried to
make himself believe that this stretch of the way was entertaining,
that fatigue was unimportant to him and that a fresh wind would
soon be rising. It didn't take long~ however, before he was back on
the road. Yellow and dusty~ it twisted around the parched slopes. His
stride was slower now. Walking on the flat road wasn't good for his
fee~ not when they were already so exhausted; one couldn't deny
.that they would begin hurting this way. If only he were, at leas~ soon
in Trondsbu. . . .
. He was astonished when he heard the noise of a motor behind
him. He turned and saw a big truck toiling through a cloud of dust.
It stopped just across from him. He caught a glimpse of a passenger
by the side of the driver. "May I have a lift to Trondsbu?" shouted
the wanderer over the din of the motor. "I don't have room~" shouted
the driver in return. It was a bad lie, since one didn't need to stand
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on tiptoe to see that there easily could have been room for two more
men. But these people were often like that. Some were born friendly
and would pick up anyone; the rest categorically said no, even if it
was in the middle of Hardangervidda and one was just about to drop
in his tracks. If one were lying on the road, they would probably drive
over him and curse in addition.
"Besides, it is only half a kilometer to Trondsbu," said the driver,
"so it wouldn't pay to hop aboard anyway." The wanderer shmgged
his shoulders and turned away from him. The tmck started with a
groan and disappeared around the comer of a hill. The dog, who had
mistakenly gone on ahead, came bounding back and remained standing at a little distance. Then the wanderer pulled himself together
and tmdged on.
When, after an eternity, he reached the place, he was filled with
distaste. Below him the area was sprinkled with work-shacks, the most
of them on wheels and poking their thin, black metal chimneys up
everywhere in the quivering air, as if they would impale the sun. A
few tractors were strewed about over the landscape; he saw, on the
other hand, no sign of the tmck. Draught, barrenness and the burning sun forced themselves upon him and gave him a feeling of choking. This place, spread out before him, was populated-that was
evident-even if he saw no one for the moment. But in its mancreated sterility it appeared more to be dying than the most deserted
gorges he had wandered through. Perhaps all of thos~ who had stayed
here were dead. Perhaps they were lying all around, two in each
shack. . . .
"Hellol" someone called. A stone's throwaway a man stood in the
doorway of one of the wagons and ~tched ~him. The wanderer
moved that way. "You look like someone who would ask the wayl"
said the man. He was a jolly man. He was bare to the waist and wore
an old cap on his head.
"That I would." The wanderer smiled through his cracked lips.
"Is it far to Helluhalsen?"
. "Not so bad," said the man. "A half hour if you hurry." He pointed
toward a cluster of tractors a short way off. eThere are tractor-marks
leading from over there. You can follow them right to Helluhalsen."
A half hour wasn't much-even when one was already prevented
from hurrying, predestined to take longer anyway. The distance had
still been mentioned together with the short period of time and was
hereby sho~ened in one's consciousriess.
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Fear of becoming Jost again was so much a part of him that, at
first, he was grateful for the tractor-marks. Such tracks were continuous. They couldn't suddenly disappear from before one's eyes-like
.a row of cairns-and leave one in danger of never finding them again.
But he quickly became disgusted with them. In reality they were all
that had been missing to make this landscape absolutely hopeless.
Now he walked over dreary fields which sloped slightly upward and
made his tired steps even heavier. Low, soft ridges locked him in
from afar on either side. There was no strip of color nor sharp outline
that the eye could grasp to escape the sun's dry fire. That, in this
region, there could possibly be a real hut within reach . . . was like
thinking about an oasis. The thought sent waves through him and
drove him by jerks and fought his desire to lie down on the earth in
despair. He directed his need to work off the anger against the dog.
He thou~t about kicking it both hard and harmfully and he imagined how it would whimper. No. At one time or another some seek
relief by kicking a dog; others wouldn't do it. For him it was out of
the question.
As the terrain began to slope downward, he won again a sense of
proportions: the hut could be there. He walked a little faster now.
He experienced, in advance, the vision of the hut, which would suddenly pop up in his way, and impatiently tried to materialize it in
the blue air before him and suck it forth from nothing by his glance
alone. When he had come down to the banks of the lake, he couldn't
at all understand it. But it must lie hereI He staggered further, as in
a trance, when the dog began to bark behind him. "Damned filthy
dogl" he snarled and turned around. To the rear and at an angle to
the right lay the red, timbered house, hidden by the hillside. He
. could have walked further a long time before completely understanding that he had passed it by.

i

THE WANDERER'S PACKED LUNCH was not exciting. But he sat. on a
chair in the house and rested, hanging over the table as he ate. There
were a number of people: two reindeer hunters who apparently always stayed at the hut during hunting season and who, with loud
voices, talked together across one of the tables; at another table, sat·
an old man alone. To judge by the rifle leaning against the wall beside him, he was also hunting. He was bald as a peeled onion, sharp
featured, and, in spite of being old, resembled, not ten other old men,
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but only himseH. His manner suggested simultaneously a great frailty
and a great strengfh of will. In the kitchen were the landlady and
two girls, perhaps ldaughters or perhaps hired. The girls were stemming red currents in a large tub. One of them was enormously fat
and had an ugly face. The other was chubby and rather pretty; anyway, in the wilderness one would h~ve to let her pass as being so. "If
I stayed here," thought the wanderer, "I could probably go to bed
with her tonight. Under the circumstances, a profit, an approach to
some consolation for Haarteigenl" Sad that he had to go on. He asked
the girl if he could buy a bowl of currents. He received a good portion
and haH a cup of sugar to sprinkle over them. Gradually he revived.
"Of course, more than just a few animals perish in the bogs from
year to year." The two hunters had moved over to the old man's
table. "A bad way to die. I think I would prefer a bullet."
The old man didn't say much. Mostly he gazed off and once in
a while let fall a word of commentmy.
"We've lain around here for three days now without having shot
anything," announced one of the hunters. "If the wind doesn't shift
soon, it'll be a really grand failure. But, of course, it's a nice place
to live at any rate. There aren't so many spending the night here.
They usually pass on by."
'Won't you stay here tonight?" asked the other hunter. The old
man smiled a hint of a smile which seemed. to say that he could very
well walk further than they thought. "No.· I shall continue toward
the south," he answered. "I'll quite probably remain at Sandbaug
for a -couple of days and see how it's going there. Besides, I have
driven by car to Trondsbu, so it won't be a long hike today."
After this answer, which in length audibly surpassed anything he
normally found to be worthwhile uttering, he maintained silence.
The conversation died out; the hunters arose, nodded to him with
a suggestion of respect and went outside.
Then it was he who had sat beside the truckdriver, the wanderer
thought. If, at the time he had really been observant, he would have
bad no trouble now in recogniziing the old man. But the old man had
naturally known him at once.
He arose and went over to the table. "Excuse me," was his polite
approach, "I happened to hear that you are going to Sandhaug."
"Yes?" said the old man.
"I would ask if I might join you. I am not always equally certain
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about the way-markings and seldom meet anyone to accompany me.'~
"I don't walk fast," answered the old man. "And I stop once in a
while to rest."
"That doesn't matter," said the wanderer. "On the contrary, that's
excellent."
"We will leave in about a quarter of an hour," said the old man.
"If you want to look through my binoculars until then, you may
borrow them."
At that moment, the wanderer's fatigue disapp-eared from his entire being; scattered parts of his consciousness returned and gathered
into a whole within his head, and his eyes became young. For the first
time in his life he was going to hold a large set of binoculars in his
hands, and he was going to do it here where it should be a naturnl
thing for him, It was as if the thought of binoculars had lain hidden
someplace in him for days and for weeks, without having been consciously recognized, and now that it had been released, he contained
nothing else.
"Thank you," he said and Qilfefully lifted the glasses from the table.
Outside, he impatiently looked about him for a viewing point. In
back of the hut the terrain sloped slightly upward. He didn't need to
go far to get a clear View toward the north. Half running, he reached
the place where the fields became flat and placed the binoculars to
his eyes. As vast as a world, the Hardangerjokulen's dome flashed
toward him. Through the flickering air over the expanse, trillions of
ice crystals sparkled their lightning, and sharp as the crack of a whip,
stood the outline of ;immense snow banIcl drawn against the blue sky.
It almost seemed to him as if he walked around up there in the snow,
as if flown through the air by the binocular's magic. The air was cool
and clear, and the sun only a vision. He Jelt his ribcage fill and new
power flowed through his body, whirled out into his arms and legs
and strengthened his tired feet with miles of freshness. Enchanted,
he let the binoculars fall. Remembrance of the south drew through'
him with a twinge of disappointment. They were to go in the opposite direction and every step would carry him further away from the
. white dream behind him. Only the glasses could bring him back; ,
each time he turned they would let him fly up there for a short ma- .
ment until the horizon and the hills between had hidden all from his
eyes. With his hands he hugged the glasses, pressing them hard to
his breast. The touch of the cold, black steel felt like a secret understanding between them; a cold fire rushed from the palms ~f his

I
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hands, up through his anns, and lay like an iron ring about his head,
making him feel faint. White and black became one and he believed
he was holding the ice' of the dream in his hands. With that black
magnet before his eyes, he conjured a strange reality into becoming
his own; he drew to himself a happiness lying miles away, or he flew
through the air to where he wished to be. Intoxicated, with the binoculars to his eyes, he sank to his knees.
"Someone said that they've forecast rain for tomorrow afternoon."
The two hunters had come up the slope behind him without his having heard them. He quickly arose. The men sat on a large stone and
pulled off their boots. The one looked at the binoculars' as the wanderer walked by. "Not a bad viewl"
hunter said and jerked his
head in the direction of the glac'er.
.
"No," said the wanderer and smiled back. When he came down
to the hut, the old man was sitting on a bench with his rucksack
lying beside him. He stretched his hand out after the binoculars
without a word.
"Thanks a lot for loaning them," said the wanderer.
"We start now," said; the old man and pulled a watch up out of
his pocket He looked at it Then he said, "My watch has stopped."
"It's five minutes past three," the wanderer quickly infonned him.
The old man got up. "In that case we can be at Sandhaug before
dark," he said.
Now that the wanderer was, for the first time, no longer alone, all
effort to think crumbled away with the first step he took and for
some minutes he remained a robot walking at the old man's side. But
at the place where he had turned and noticed the hut before, a shadow slipped through his brain, and he turned once again. Following
them, fifty meters to the rear, was the dog. For a moment he stopped
in amazement. He had taken it for granted that, once they had
reached the hut, it would remain there and afterward he had forgotten it existed. All at once he was uncertain that there had been
two moments at this place. It could be that he still stood here for
the first time and, in his exhaustion, only imagined that he had lived
through the situation before. In that case-he had not yet been at
thehutl
Whenever he stopped, the dog stood still. Suddenly, as he waited
in vain for it to come closer to whe,re he stood, it occurred to him
that earlier it had only stopped when he did as long as it was ahead
of him. For the first time it awakened his curiosity and he tried to

are
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fix its gaze. It was impossible for him. Its eyes met his, and yet, it
wa~ not he they saw. He felt that they sought something which concelined him, a· thought he had perhaps entertained, or perhaps had
not. And while he searched for it, the image of the dog-which he
had never accepted consciously-became strange and intangible.
Through his dwitldling perception of the moment, he heard that half
stillness and half ring of steps suddenly alone; and when he turned,
he saw the old man's back just a few meters before him. Of courseI
They were on their way from Helluhalsen to Sandhaug. He felt the
dog behind him, as he again fell into step.
When they came down to the southeast cove of the lake, the rowboat lay on the other bank. The wanderer grabbed the wire under the
water and slowly pulled the boat over to their side. A little way from
the bank it scraped bottom and they splashed out to it in the sunshine. First the wanderer crawled on board, then the Qld man; he
pushed off from a stone and made a sign for the wanderer to haul
at the wire above the boat. The pulleys whined from both banks
and the boat glided grudgingly across the water. When they were
halfway across, the wanderer swung round with a start. The dog-!
Yes, it was there on the shore and he understood that it was the dog,
but he couldn't be certain as to how it looked. He knew only that
it was there: it looked after the boat, but it was not he it sought,
nor was it his eyes: it was something that lay in them, something
which, in that second, blazed up like the burning sting of coldness..
Blinded by pain he shut his eyes tightly and jerked away. He felt his
hands, like those of a stranger, mechanically continuing to pull on
the steel wire. ThuS; bowed over on the bench and half conscious,
he glided through an endless darkness.
But as the boat jarred against land, an unexpected quiet streamed
through the wanderer. The pain slowly dissolved into a mist which
spread and drew away from his eyes; his convulsive clutching of the
wire, which had cut into his hands, was loosened; and with a foot on
the edge of the beach, he turned for a last look across the water. The
dog was gone. Memory returned to him; it washed over him like
a wave and, for the second time that afternoon, it brought youth to
his eyes. Before him lay the plains and hours of a view. With a few
leaps he was up the slope and faced the north where the glaCier
awaited him.
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THE WANDERER often stopped to look back. Then he would remain
standing quite a long time and lose himself in the view, so IQng in
fact, that afterward, he had to hurry to catch up with the old man,
however slowly he was walking. The wanderer became breathless and
felt disgraced, like a child· who must shorten an outing in order to
reach home by dinner time. But he didn't dare lose track of the old
man. This was, in itself, ridiculous-even if he were alon<:, it would
have been impossible for hiin to lose his way with these markings;
but fear meant everything. He thought this made him even smaller
and he felt unworthy of the proud dream which had possessed him
and from which he impotently withdrew step for step. .
Resting hadn't appreciably helped his tiredness,- neither had marching conditions improved: sblI only the same hills, the same low ridge
in the south-and the same damned tractor marks which had reap- ~
peared on this side of the wafer. He was constantly stumbling in
these tracks and each time decided to keep somewhat away, but at
the next moment, in some ineXplicable manner, he was back in the
trap. He had an all-encompassing feeling of having beencapmred, captured by the direction, by:the tracks, by the sun and by the fact that
he had to walk behind another creature who held an invisible leash
which tightened whenever one stood still. Once he tried to look at
his map to convince himself that there couldn't be far togo now,
but the map was gone. He had forgotten it during lunch at the hut.
Normally, he would have felt greatly vexed by the loss, now he
promptly accepted it as a· martyr-driven out into the wildemess to
be crucified-would drink from the pitcher of salt water pbced to his
lips. He tumed a couple of times more, but the reward became less and
less; he owned nothing of what he saw and, after each time, he had
to strengthen his renunciation by increasing his speed. And even if
he took his time, he bcked, above all, the magic-that which could
do away with distance and could quiet the· hollow ache of retreat.
The bst time he kept his pace until he came up beside< the old man,
but a presentiment of hopelessness made .the wanderer uncertain
.aD(~ paralyzed his tongue so that he could not even begin to talk;
and when, at last, he managed to stutter.forth an .attempt at~peech,
the words hung unanswered in the air, where they slriwlyJadedaway
into senselessness. Instead,. a question about the quiet figure he
followed came to him like a breath of wm<hhaditlife<3.S he did?
Was the pathfinder at his side a mummy? Hecwant¢9:.toscream,
dreamed the scream in a ·woken dream, and .heard how .it gre~out
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of the silence into a new silence, that was greater than the firs4 and
carried further ye4 while the tone broadened in rings in his head.
During the echo of the last silenc~ he had again fallen behind, and
when he awoke he was alone. A cold, close dread turned him to ice
and he started to run, came round a little outcropping and stopped.
Below him lay a shallow depression, on the bottom of which a brook
murmured good-humoredly on its way. The old man sat on a stone
in the sun and smoked a pipe.
THE OLD MAN SPOKE. He said, "One must rest more often, when
one is old."
The wanderer said tha4 when its was as warm as today, one needed
to sit and rest all the time.
"We will hardly come across any reindeer today," said the old man.
"Do you often spot reindeer through your glasses?"
"Sometimes."
"If you're not using the glasses just now, I would like to look
.
through them a little," said the wanderer.
The old man nodded. The wanderer put the binoculars around
his neck and crawled up on the little hilltop. His heart pounded as
before a rendezvous in early youth and he sat down with his back
toward the\ north and looked at trivial ranges of hills, until he had
become nearly quiet. Then he turned and let all exhaustion glide
from him once again.
The moment that the wanderer again drew the snows of his longing to him through the field glasses, the unendurable march was
transformed into something beautiful, hopeless, it was true, as even
in life-his life-which was condemned to be unredeemed, like an
eternal fljght from all dreams, but beautiful as well, as when, at the
same time, it bore a dream's tomprehension-the inspiration to the
unattainable. And as he accepted his life, because he at least conceived of a beauty, which could never be made his own-so he would
also be able to live through this part of the way, when only, during
his wandering, he might dream that this vanishing dream was as
near and real as now.
Standing yet at the foot of the hillock, he scouted the comer of the
glacier that was visible from there. Then he turned abruptly toward
the old man and driven by an inner vehemence which he only just
barely managed to master, he stammered forth: "D..Don't you think
.
I might carry the binoculars while we go-too?'"
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The old man's face was stone.
"No," he said shortly. And added, "I'll carry ,them myself."
For a second the wanderer was out of himself. When he again
thought, he was divided in two and inside his head two chains of
thought crossed. He had expected this rebuff; yes, he had known that
it wouldn't even help to ask. Nevertheless, he felt an all-absorbing
disappointment. It had begun to seem as if his life was contained in
only this one day, at the end of which he foreboded the future as
only a great vacuUDl and darkness; and the old man's "no" meant
his own "no" to wandering, the day, life. From now on his whole
will to continue lay in the field glasses: they were his will during
those moments he held them in his hands.
But to merely touch them under the dictates of another's whim,
or othenvise to turn without them, to look back upon the wandering
without the magnet's eye, waS to have lost will and sight, to drag
oneself blindly through a desert. He had to have them every second
of his wandering, for otherwise he might just as well lay himself down
in the sun now, here where 4e was, and wait for death. And all at
once he knew: through a flickering yellow veil, he perceived how the
old man launched himself, with some effort~ to his feet. The movement was mirrored like a hasty shadow in his soul; it was hate being
born within him. With a dumb, strange hand he held out the
binoculars.
WHEN DISAPPOINTMENT became hate, the wanderer's resistance Aisintegrated as if by the order of a higher power-as something where
there was no longer room for his own yes or no-so that he suddenly
found himself again marching behind his companion, just as he had
done all along. During these first steps he was not thinkingly conscious of his emotions; it. was as if a curtain had been drawn aside
from something which shone so brightly that even its form and
nature could not, in the first moment, be distinguished. That which .
he had experienced as two chains of thought a short time before, was
now simply a division into two beings alternately taking possession
of him at every step. The new light blinded his thoughts on every
level, to the point where a human being only experiences himself.
as "I," a being that in a glimpse shone h"ke a stone struck against
stone, that washed through him and rinsed out the other being-only
at the next moment, to give way to that other. Thus two beings each
made his mark beside the other's.
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His first sensations were in his feet. They had become so very heavy
that he managed to drag himself forward only with great difficulty.
Then the rest of his body-finally up to his arms and his headslowly followed. It was all very heavy. He was a suit of armour. He
walked .through a large smithy which stretched endlessly before,
above, and ~o either sid~of him. The smithy was both without and
within· him. Within there was as well a vertical partition dividing
him into two rooms. Each space was filled with something, solid and
hard in the one, formless and glowing in the other. With every step
a blow rang against an anvil and the glare of flames arose in his eyes.
The two ringings harshly matched one another in monotonous alternation: the one was high and brittle against the solid interior, the
other lower and thicker against the glowing mass, which, slowly
stiffening, pressed against the partition, and all the time seemed to
fill the space more and more. As the strength of the blows grew, the
ring of the tones began to verge and the interval between them to decrease. When the din reached its peak, the tones glided into a single
one; he walked on one foot, with one gigantically thick leg; the partition gave way to that glowing stream which, breaking through, completely filled him, just as the solid mass sp;lintered so that a thousand
small pieces exploded, rising up in his throat and flaying it to shreds.
He was one; and around him lay darkness-and an echo which hardened into silence.
Next the wanderer realized that he lay on his knees, vomiting. The
sun stood just over his right ear. It felt very warm. Only a dull pressure against the back of his head reached him as something unpleasant; being stilI a bit unclear, for a moment, he dreamed it to be
of ruluseating weight. Then he realized that it was the mcksack which
had slid up 9ver his shoulder and had come to rest against his neck.
When he.was finished vomiting, he raised himself up. He felt pIeUr
well, knew it without thinking it-like the expectations of one drunk
with sleep whd';'quickly rises from the night's embrace to execute
yester$y's resolution. How much time had passed? He had no idea
at all,: but anyway, they must have m~ged to come a bit further
JIfter leaving the brook. Before him, on a stone, was again the old
man's profile, the eternally set profile of a tired old hunter at rest,
on stone after stone in endless continuation along the way. At no
time had the old man paid any heed to him, and now at last the
distance between them must have grown; at least there was a little
way to the stone where he sat. But the wanderer had time enough
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and no questions. Slowly and relaxed, step for step, he could allow
his legs to lead him toward that resting shadow. It wouldn't move
in all that time; and whether it did or not, didn't matter.
And iIlj the last of the blue afternoon, as the wanderer continued,
he saw that the landscape was beginning to change. The horizon's
distant irrelevant hills had, all at once, been jerked very close; under
his feet the terrain awakened from its flat lifelessness, began to rise
and, as if overtaking something it had forgotten, lifted itself hastily
up toward the chain of hills they should now cross. Like the threshold between two dreams, the first indefinable and merely assumed,
the other suddenly clear, the plateau's meaningless shadows gathered, '
thickened like a face suddenly leaping out before one, unknown
before and yet as eternally obvious as the unsolvable riddle's easy
solution. Involuntarily he stopped. Casted in the reflections of the
empty mirroring of the flats, it lay there as if by magic: a place.
For thus it revealed itself to the wanderer. They had sallied forth
over the plain of the thousand waters, through the whenever and
wherever, a protoplasmic nightmare withouf sleeping, without ~~ak
ening. Now they stood on the horizon's doorstep. It was here that
the fields became stone, the colors few and sharp, and 'the mountain
shoved up out of the earth like a threatening doorkeeper, who with
severe relentlessn~ blocks the way forward at' the same time that
a hidden nod to the side allows the intruders a hint of the rugged
path twisting up over its shoulder and loosing itself in the heights.
It was here that the darkness grew forth like a refreshing sea. It was
the transition to evening, to the awakened night of consciousness.
But for the wanderer it was purely and simply a place. He had, perhaps, passed many places during his life; they had, perhaps, been
others' places, but he had never been in them; he understood that
now. First at that moment he knew what a place meant. What he
felt was only here and now; at a glaqce he held place and time's
innermost nature, the one indivisible from the other, and a time
not to be distinguished either by now or always. And just as he was
ruled by the unity in the revelatioJ;l this place made to 'him, just so
he took in at a glance each detail of which it was comprised: away
to his left, the big flat lake; by his right' foot, the two small tams,
formed and chained to each other exactly like the two halves of an
hourglass; in the continuation of them, an .opening in the range of
hills, perhaps a path for a glacier avenue in a bygone time.(itwasn't
difficult to see the glacier before him as it must· have come in through
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the pass there and reached all the way down to the tams); and just
between the water to the right and left, the broad tongue of land he
stood on, the last bit of level field. Ten meters farther ahead it narrowed, lifted and creeped 'up toward the ridge like a muscular arm
bending to bear a drinking hom to a mouth. Crooked and light, the
path was drawn the whole length of its edge and nearly shone against
the higher darkness. It was still a long way from here to the top of
the ridge; but out to the side, directly on the right and not ten
minutes away, were a couple of low-lying foothills. There he woUld
walk and there he would cast a backward glance before continuing.
"Afterward, he could look back yet one more time, immeqiately before he disappeared on the other side of the ridge. From up there
everything would be even more distant and more beautiful. But first
he would make a detour up over the low hilltops. He would start
just to the right, wade over the middle of the hourglass and go up the
most easterly of the peaks.
Unknowingly, he had gone a couple steps further when he stumbled over something and nearly fell. He looked down. There lay a
long stone before him. He bent down and picked it up. It was slenda
and ndlrly completely straight, a bit thicker on the top, a little thinner
toward the bottom, like a club. It lay softly and naturally in the hand;
its weight felt like the bite of hungry teeth into that which will s~t
isfy. His hand had been hungry and was filled by its grip. He raised
his eyes. In the quiet and completely moulded experience of the
moment which seized him he saw the old man suddenly anew, as
he sat with hi& lighted pipe and gun, leaning up against a stone,
silhouetted against the blue- sky; everything congealed into a picture,
a transfigured timeless idyll like an imperishable vision from child- "
hood, of which one hardly knows whether it has been reality or
simply one of these dreams without plot that has silently remained
in the mirror of memory. In this picture the sky no longer burned;
it was both clearer and less tangible; all had become a golden harvest
day where there is no thirst. And very naturally to the wanderer
came a realization of that which gave the moment its beauty, of th~t
which was hidden from his eyes just now, but secretly present everywhere in the picture, in every form, in every shade, like a powerful
and all-mastering idea. Only the thin, black leather strap about the
neck of the old man was caught by his eyes in a hasty glance. For a
fraction of a moment the old man turned his head, just as the wanderer stripped his knapsack off; the soft bump of the sack, leaning its
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paunch against a rock, was thinned nearly unnoticeably by the shorter
sound of the stone club ramming the old man's pate. The stone
must have had a sharp edge for there where he had crumpled the
. grass was colored by an autumn red. Quickly and carefully the wanderer slipped the faithful strap over
his head and lifted the binocu,
lars up.
~.
WHEN THE AFrERNOON feels the night drawing near, it grows tired of
distributing its colors-tired of choosing between brown and red
and black and green, between near and far, between the fleeting and
the invariable. Then it throws a large blanket over all that is mountainous; it is a solid one, for of all the colours the brown has yet remained; and the plain stretches gratefully under it-it still has the
hours of light flowering on its face; it feels, not heat and youth as
before, certainly, but a mature, far-reaching warmth. For colour is
day and brown contains all those that have been.
But the brown has not remained. The flame whose caress now
colors the earth is no earthly color, but just a consuming glow-a \
nothingness clothed in the crushed-like silver behind the mask of the
present. Still it adds to the contours with the density of the present;
but he who sees, already senses night through it, night, the last, the
only identity, destination of a fall through a thousand nothmgs. And
slowly it grows dark, becoming lost within itself. It is as if the afternoon wishes nothing more than to put out the fire it has so long
watched over, so far, far back in times that it dimly remembers its
having been another. Soon it will be relieved: then comes evening,
the great simplifier, merely giving expression .to the earth's contrasts
in shadow and light and gathering all the colors in the sky. But
before this, afternoon must take leave in a manner befitting one who
has been busy so long with light And now, before the brown fire of
magic has yet begun to sink into its well, the afternoon kindles the
waters on the plain; one for one they spring forth like fever stars
against a deep brown firmament, grasp a sun and pass another on,
drown themselves in light and intoxicate themselves in reflections,
until the whole plain blinks and glitters,. blinded by laughter and
shrillness in sun: a thousand eyes' dizzy signals of life.
It is the great festival of forgetfulness. What has been until now
is abolished; what comes after is insignificant-no, 9.:0esn't exist as
anything that shall come at all-and yet present in. everything, as
near as a disavowal. It is the hour of seduction and indifference,

https://digitalrepository.unm.edu/nmq/vol34/iss3/3

16

Grabowski: The Field Glasses

250

SIMON GRABOWSKI

when he who is on his way between day ,and night is in danger; plowing forth over the mountain's face, binding its features with an unconfusable trail, this was belief and meaning; its was a work which
must be fonned thus and not otherwise. But when the waters are
first set on fire, when the flats widen from one to a thousand liberties . . .7 Paths and directions that wither, a face that disintegrates
feature for feature . . . well, this is darkness, its power is something
known and the way through 11: is always just one-but where lies
the road through a dissolved day, a brilliant sea that is the termination
of all differences, a way not through darkness-indeed, through chaos
-no, through light, through light into darkness . . . 7
He who has thus been stopped in the light hour, face t9 face with
an abrupt universe, can seek his customary path; but if he also asks
himself what he really wants with it, he is already in the mountain,
captured, surrounded, distracted in a circle of reflections. Perhaps
he will then own the universe and a thousand roads along with it,
perhaps he will simply shake it all from him like a dream that was
too great-or perhaps it will be the universe that owns him. Then his
eyes will be filled by its light; and when the ring has given way and
the lesson hour is at an end, twilight finds him blind, dazzled or with
averted eyes.
,

"

AT THE MOMENT, when the wanderer realized that he was lost,
he knew, too, that he had known it the whole time. Dread managed
to stick up its old face in a fixed glance; then he waved it away. ~t,
at least, was in the past.
It was evening now.
He knew it from the first moment upon reaching the summit and
putting. the binoculars, his binoculars, to his eyes. A dream through
a sudden glass. Reality, a door whose key springs open the lock like
that of a riddle, an eye staring for the first time. This was not the
flame of ice crystals in blue longing. It was something unknown,
something he had not seen before, a cold white light that \\}itched
him.
In not too long it would be dark. He thought it an infinitely long
time since he had crossed the hourglass tarns in the afternoon. The
big ridge he should return to and cross.... B~yond the ridge lay ...
Sandhaug. A name. He repeated it to himself: Sandhaug, Sandhaug,
Sandhaug. A meaningless word from a language he had forgotten. '
At the first cold light he must have forgotten Sandhaug, no, not
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purely and" simply forgotten, but there was, of course, such a short
way and one could always go there afterward. He had suddenly no
relationship to the fact that one could get lost in a universe of suns,
no desire to return· just then. And so he had continued to mount a
higher top near by, and one yet higher and one higher still. Suddenly
he had to see it alL And the cold light? It had been there all the
time. Now and again he felt its eyes upon him; he knew and he
knew not. . . . But it was impossible to get lost in the hour of
light. He had never had so certain a feeling of any clearly defined
path as he had now-the same one he would follow back. All the ,
hours of light belong to him; he should just take care that. . . .
And then all at once: certainly-the glass-clear acknowledgment
that he would not be able to find anything at all. Certainty like
lightning, certainty like an attendant whose steps one rather thought
to have heard . . . .
Lost . . . .
The wanderer looked out across the sunken flats. In that moment
the waters were extinguished; one after one they went out, the last,
already paling lanterns in a blanket of sleep. How could evening come
so quickly to one who had always thought he knew it? It was too
late now, but he had to try anyway. . . . For one who was marching
through a wood of gazes unmasked, it was no longer fitting to -lie
down and wait. Well, yet, waiting was most certainly that which one
now must do, wait for' the first and the last time; but it was during
exactly this waiting that he had to keep on his feet
He chose a direction and started to walk.
-Translated from the Danish by Faith Ingwersen
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